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Author's Notes: 

So, a ship | just started getting into and that I've never written before. I'm thinking Ao3 is a better platform 
for the Queen fandom, but I'm posting this as three short chapters rather than the long one shot it is to test 
the waters. If the response is good, great! if not, I'll take it to Ao3 and just keep posting Maiden stuff here. 
Enjoy, and please review if you dol :3 


(As for their personalities, if you like, do lemme know how you think they work and how realistic they come 


across along the way!) 


Brian exhaled heavily, eyes sliding shut as he rested his head back against the top of the backrest of the worn 
armchair. Poised in the corner of the room, as the ruckus of the wild after-party was finally beginning to die 
down in the small hours of the morning; he stretched his long legs out in front of him. He'd had more than his 
fair share of drinks, more than was ideal for him, but wasn't wasted. Just pleasantly buzzed, drowsy, and in 
desperate need of a break from any social interactions for the next 24 hours. He wasn't even aware of the 


fact that he kept dozing off, fading in and out of conscience every ten or so minutes. 


About to nick off again, and accepting the idea of actually falling asleep and sleeping through the rest of the 
night in the too small, too springy old chair; Brian scrunched up his nose and scowled in annoyance as hushed 
voices and giggles filtered through the room. It took but a second for the guitarist to recognize the raspy, now 
somewhat husky, tone that belonged to Roger. Sighing, Brian blinked a couple of times and sure enough, just 
across the room on the corner couch, the dim light of the only lit lamp illuminated a mop of shaggy, blonde 
hair. Ready to snap, and ask the younger man to stuff it, the older's mouth stopped to hang halfway open 


before he had the time to speak when a weak, female moan reached his ears. 


Of course there was a girl; he could tell now, noticing her long bare legs pulled up on either side of Roger's 
hips where her skirt had ridden up. Brian couldn't see her face, couldn't see much of her at all except for the 
legs, and fingernails painted neon pink disappearing into the drummer's mane. It didn't suit Brian very well, and 
he chalked it up to irritation. He wanted to sleep, not witness Roger fucking some random groupie right in his 
face out of a drunken, voyeuristic streak. Still, there was some sort of sting, ever so slightly but not enough 


for it to go unnoticed. It made the brunette's hair heart sink, his stomach dropping. 


At least he didn't have to hear much of the girl, she seemed unusually quiet but that definitely improved the 
awkward situation. Then again, Brian was more convinced that Roger was aware of his presence and simply 
didn't give a damn, rather than actually assuming the room was empty. Snorting, the guitarist did his best 
attempt to divert his attention away to focus on literally anything but the pair snogging on the couch. He 
rubbed his nose, running one hand through his wild curls as he stared awkwardly in determination at some 
strange new age painting Freddie had most likely purchased for this occasion precisely. He tried to think of 
Chrissie, although he soon abandoned that as all he ended up retracing were the pained looks she'd send his 
way whenever she thought he didn't notice. 


With every attempt, Brian found his gaze trailing right back to Roger and his hookup. He could tell she had 
blonde hair as well now, and scrunched up his nose in disapproval when he noticed the way the drummer's 
hand had disappeared somewhere underneath her skirt. He heard her gasp in a breathy tone, and it rubbed him 
the wrong way instantly. Yet, it was followed by a downright filthy chuckle from Roger that had Brian's ears 
perk up. In his drunken state, he squeezed his eyes shut and imagined himself walking through the forest, 
strolling along the beach. Fucking changing diapers, anything that'd help. Yet, when he heard a deep groan from 
the other man, the guitarist couldn't fight back the full body shudder that wracked his frame. 


Immediately, Brian's eyes flew wide open. The lights felt even dimmer now, but he could see the way the girl's 
arm was moving in a suspicious manner against the backrest of the sofa. The blond was biting his bottom lip, 
eyes drooping and trembling faintly. A bead of sweat appeared to be trailing down Roger's cheekbone, and Brian 
felt a rush of blood surging right to his groin. He found himself immobilized, unable to look away as fear and 
confusion bore down on him. But there was a third reaction, as well. His heart hammering, he sucked in an 


unsteady breath through his nose as another tidal pulse passed through his cock; making it throb. 


"The fuck..2" he muttered under his breath, hanging his head to hide his flustered composure, curling his hands 
into tight fists. 


Yet, he couldn't ignore the fact that Roger's moans were getting just a little too loud, a little too obvious. He 


wasn't sure whether anybody else had picked up on the noises, what with the music still blaring from Freddie's 
expensive wall speakers on the first floor. Or maybe they were just ignoring him purposely, anybody who knew 
the drummer would know the deal and avoid getting involved. Still, the sounds made the hairs at Brian's neck 
rise, his skin buzzing when suddenly overly sensitized. He swallowed hard, mouth completely dry and throat 


coarse. 


Daring to peer up through his curls; the guitarist noticed the pair shifting ever so slightly. He didn't need a 
clear view to tell that the blonde was unzipping Roger's pants. It struck him like a pang in the chest, while at 
the same time making his cock twitch hard. ‘Must be the girl, she is pretty, Brian attempted to tell himself in 
a mantra, wanting to move and get out of the area. But that'd mean possibly drawing attention to himself. He 
might be able to hide his reaction to the scene, but he wouldn't be able to mask his presence. Not that it was 
likely that Roger would even look up, but it was a risk the guitarist wasn't willing to take. Drunkenness had 
always made him clumsier, and the hard-on did nothing to assuage that fact. 


Instead, trying to make himself as small as possible, the older man peered through his mane again. The 
drummer's fly was open now, and he noticed a pair of black lace panties hanging discarded around the girl's one 
ankle. It made him grit his teeth, heart hammering against his rib-cage. Still, his cock nearly jumped as the 
sight of the blonde who was no doubt pushing himself in, eyebrows furrowed and jaw set hard as he threw his 


head back It made the breath hitch in the brunet's throat, mouth hanging slightly open 


It was torture, and it was a mixture of disorientation as his feelings and thoughts ran amok. Yet, in the midst 
of it, it seemed as if Brian's body moved on auto pilot. The man didn't even realize his hand had been traveling 
south until it instinctively dug the heel of its palm into his stiff shaft. He stopped right away, shame washing 
over him as his face flooded with colour. Still, as Roger began to move as slowly and cautiously as he cared to 
- which was still way too telling - the guitarists hand began to move again. He rubbed himself slowly, all 
thoughts evaporating and his legs stretching out to their full length in front of him. 


Brian sunk down into the couch, watching from beneath his long lashes. He noticed Roger's hips moving as he 
thrust into the willing girl, who'd wrapped on leg around the small of his back. Her small hands clung to his 
sprayed hair, the drummer's teeth bared. There was a tightening in the guitarists groin at the sight of that; 
his breath coming out stuttered when he exhaled. 


He'd almost forgotten about his surroundings, so unusual for him. He was supposedly the alert, always 
perceptive one. Now, his hand was applying more pressure; paying attention the head. The friction accompanied 
by the sound of Roger letting out a high pitched whimper had Brian's toes curling. He was so hard, every single 
drop of blood must have abandoned his brain Cupping his crotch while attempting to turn further against the 


armrest for some imagined privacy, the man tried so hard to keep his breathing level. 


His body felt too hot, in that all too familiar way, as orgasm drew nearer. For a moment, Brian squeezed his 
eyes shut, but unable to stop himself now. Especially not as, when he let them slid halfway open again, he was 
met by the sight of Roger's mildly restrained, choppy thrusts. The drummer's jeans had slipped down enough 
to reveal most of his ass; full and round. The man's one hand was curled into the couch cushions, the other 


busying itself between the woman's legs. She was whimpering; her lips moving constantly. 


A tremor wracked Brian's body at the sight, a rush of pleasure shooting from his cock through his limbs. His 
head was spinning; the blonde's thrusts completely out of rhythm. He must be right on the verge, and it had 
the guitarist teetering as well. He was so close, all rational thought out the window. The girl came with a loud 
gasp; and Roger soon followed with a guttural groan that gave Brian goosebumps all over. His eyes rolled back 
into his head, just some more and he'd--- 


"Is this what parties at my place have reduced you to, Maggie? Bloody hell, what has the world come to?" 


Brian yelped and almost flew up onto his feet, jerking his hand away from his own crotch and crossing his legs 
as he spun around. The Queen himself sure knew how to make an entrance; Freddie appeared leaning in the 
doorway right by his side, clad in leather pants, and cheap plastic crown and smeared eyeliner. His half length 
hair was messy, and the smile on his lips knowing as he quirked one brow. What little blood was not still 


circulating his nether regions, bled into Brian's face he blushed a deep crimson red. 

"H-how long have you---?" 

"Only the past minute or so. More than enough to get the gist of what business you were up to," shrugged 
Freddie, that smirk never leaving his lips. He nodded curtly in the direction of the sofa, and Brian glanced over 


to notice a post orgasmic Roger beam brightly back at the singer, waving a lazy arm over his head. 


"You know, most people tend to at least attempt whatever Rog has been up to if offered the chance. You don't 
think it's a bit lonely having a one man show with so much tail offered?" 


"Bloody.. sod off, Fred," Brian muttered, still panting with his chest heaving, and given how close he'd been his 
cock refused to wilt in preference of tenting the crotch of his pants in a telltale fashion. 


"Ouch, you hurt me, darling. I'm just concerned about you, you need to get out and shag more, don't you think? 
There's plenty to choose from. 


Freddie placed a hand over his heard, feigning an offended pout and Brian rolled his eyes, now feeling more 
ashamed than ever as he attempted to make himself smaller. He was afraid to even glance back in Roger's 


direction, he wasn't sure if the younger man had seen the shameless, embarrassing display. 


"|. think | need some air," the guitarist stuttered, still not in control of his voice or his breathing as he 
scrambled up on his feet. 


"| think you need more than air to take care of that bugger.” 


Author's Notes: 
So, part two, since there are at least two people wanting more x'D Enjoy! 


Doing his best to cover himself with his hands without it looking awkward, Brian nearly stumbled over his own 
clogs - having forgotten just how buzzed he was. Staggering, he brushed right past Freddie on the way with 
even the tips of his ears burning red hot. Heading straight for the bathroom down the hall, the man nearly 
slammed the door shut behind himself, before leaning against it with a huff. He felt his legs quaking beneath 
him, as if threatening to give out on him completely. Running one hand through his curls to fluff them, he 
turned to the sink; letting the cold water run and splashing his face. It felt icy, but still his cock reminded him 
persistently that it was still in need of release. His balls felt tight, as well. 


Avoiding his own reflection - Brian had never thought himself much of a looker, and he certainly was no fan of 
seeing himself aroused - he dropped down on top of closed toilet seat. His hand knew its way, but he hesitated 
and let it simply hover tentatively above the bulge. ‘It was the girl, Roger just happened to be there, it had 
nothing to do with him,* Brian tried to force himself to buy his own pathetic excuse; although that in all 
honesty wouldn't help the guilt consuming him. Still, he was too drunk to ignore the arousal, and his body won 
out. 


Unzipping his pants with trembling, unsteady hands, he freed his throbbing cock from its prison. The guitarist 
hissed weakly, tipping his head back against the wall tiles and eyes sliding shut. Then he remembered Freddie - 
of course - must keep lube somewhere. He might be drunk, might be embarrassed out of his head, but 
anything beat a dry wark. All he had to do was open the cabinet and there were myriads of different tastes 
and brands. Classy. 


Brian grabbed one blindly, squeezed some into his palm before discarding the tube by dropping it onto the floor. 
When he finally wrapped his hand around his cock; he nearly whimpered out loud He was so painfully hard, and 
using his free hand to muffle himself by covering his mouth; he began to stroke himself at a feverish pace 
from the get-go. 


His legs shook uncontrollably, and while he tried to think of something more appropriate such as Chrissie riding 
him, all his mind would provide was stubbornly morphing her into Roger. Roger, bouncing up and down on his 
lap with his bottom lip caught between his teeth. The man's hand matched the frantic pace fantasy Roger was 


setting; twisting on each upstroke to graze the head and smear the rich amount of precum there. 


With the sounds of the drummer's moans fresh in his memory; the expression of him losing it completely and 
falling over the edge, Brian saw the visualization of Roger throwing his head back while riding him hard. Hair 
cascading around his shoulders, lips quivering. With a too loud grunt that seemed to bounce off the walls, the 
guitarist shot his load into his hand although not managing to catch all of it. A couple of globs dribbled down 


onto the furry lilac bathroom carpet; some staining Brian's own pants. 


With a heavy sigh, the man sank down into a limp heap. And it hit him then, overwhelming him in the 
aftermath. Making him damn near sob, vision blurry when he came close to tearing up. No. This was nothing. 
He was just drunk. ‘It was the bloody girl; he firmly told himself. After what felt like forever, Brian shifted to 
sit up. He was still trembling, still out of breath, sticky cum gluing his long fingers together. He wiped his 
sweaty forehead with his sleeve, pinched the bridge of his nose. Ignored the sinking feeling in his stomach. He 
turned to the sink once more, washing his hands thoroughly. Praying to God he wouldn't reek of sexual 
gratification once he exited. Hiding the tube of lube he'd borrowed. 


"Bri? Are you in there?” 


A steady knock on the door, startling Brian for the second time that night. At first, he didn't want to reply. He 
knew that raspy voice all too well, now tinged with concern. Still, he couldn't exactly deny the fact that he was 
in there, he'd have to get out eventually - he wasn't exactly planning on making himself a home in Freddie's 


damn bathroom. Although at least half of him might fit into the over-sized bathtub as a makeshift bed. 
"Uh... yeah. Yeah, I'm in here." 


"Oh.. good. Are you sick or something? Fred said you were going to go outside, so | figured I'd have a fag, but 


you weren't there." 


Still concerned, but a bit less so now. Brian couldn't help but smile, although his heart was hammering. Did 
Roger see anything? How long had he been outside? Did Freddie rat him out? ‘It was just the girl, it doesn't 


matter: 


"No... no, just had a bit much. You know me, I'm not a bloody sponge like the rest of you," he tried to force a 


chuckle. 


"| suppose. You going to get out? Would be nice with some company, I've no idea where the hell Deacy is and 


Fred disappeared to fuck knows where with some bloke." 
"Thought you had company, last | saw, you were buried balls deep in what's-her-name." 


Brian hadn't meant to sound so harsh, hadn't meant to snap. But there was that pang of jealousy again, before 
he could control it. A long silence followed, and it only made the guitarist all the more tense and riled up. He 
swallowed audibly, almost fearing Roger had stomped off. Literally anything that didn't suite the blond right 
might trigger one of his infamous temper tantrums. Also, the guitarist did take notice of the fact that Roger 
sounded much less drunk than he had assumed him to be. He himself had probably had more. Another unusual 


occurrence. 


"So? You didn't have to stay and fucking watch it, you know." 


"Who the fuck says | did! 


"I'm not bloody blind, Brian! | have fucking eyes, you were right fucking there," the blond scoffed, and Brian 


winced, having hoped he'd gone unnoticed. 


"Whatever," the older man settled for, muttering as he got up on his feet and tucked himself back into his 
pants, though not before wiping himself mostly clean with a used towel. 


A snort was heard from the other side of the door, followed by a dry, "Anyhow, I'm not busy now. | was 
actually counting on you to be my driver, but seeing as that's no use as of now, we might as well stay the 


night." 


Brian did a quick once-over, trying to to sway too dangerously on his still uncooperative legs, before finally 
moving to unlock the door. Opening it slowly to peer out into the darkened hallway; Brian took noticed of the 
smaller man looking up from where he was seated just outside. He had his legs pulled up, arms dropped over 
his knees. his hair was still messy from the earlier romp, lips a tad swollen. His eyes still looked a bit worried, 
a bit curious. Quickly averting his faze, Brian shut the door behind himself wordlessly before simply standing 
awkwardly while the blush crept back into his cheeks. His mind provided him with an image where he was the 
one ravaging the drummer's lips until they were puffy and sore. Now, he simply teethed his own with a fang 
as he stuck his hands down his front pockets. 


"You going to sleep out here, eh?" he attempted, hating himself for being so awkward; Roger was his best 


friend, he couldn't recall having ever felt misplaced in his company before. 


"Nah, but I'm tired of the bloody wankers in there. Only really cared for that bird, and | already got what | 
needed. We both did, so what's the point, eh?" the drummer shrugged, and Brian immediately felt guilty for 
being so distant. "Want to sit here with me for a bit? Couldn't sleep now if | tried to." 


Opening his mouth to say something, Brian shut it again and nodded weakly before settling down opposite the 
other man, back to the wall. He scratched the top of his head, tipping his head back, before mirroring Roger's 
stance. he laced his fingers together and dangled his hands between his legs. It wasn't like him to be this 
nervous either. Shy? Yes. Awkward? Sure. Clumsy? All the time. But nervous? Not really. 


"Bri?" 

"Mhm?" 

Brian didn't realize how lost in thoughts he'd been until Roger spoke up to snap him out of it. Still, he had to 
avoid eye contact as best he could, face still feeling hot. The fear still nagging at the pit of his belly; his hands 


feeling cold and clammy and he suddenly found himself sobering up more than he would have liked to. 


"Why did you watch anyway?" 


